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Friends ? 


Author's Notes: 
If anyone wants to continue this one-shot, feel free to do sol :D 


Arlington, TX, 1990 
It's saturday night. 


At the Abbott residence, that usually means party. The house is thrashed, filled with cigarette smoke, pot 
smoke, chatter and laughter, and everyone is having a good time. Except for Dimebag. Very unusual of him, 
Dime has isolated himself in the other room, despite the inviting vibe. He's laying on a couch, one arm dangling 
from it with a bottle of beer, disconnected from the current events. His mane is pushed back, hanging outside 
the couch armrest, one of his feet crossed over the other's knee. In the pleasantly intoxicated state, he turns 
different thoughts around in his head, until they land on Phil. Again. It's nothing new, lately, Dime's been thinking 
obsessively about him. He just can't figure the guy out. 


Phil. 


Phil, who doesn't show vulnerability even for a second. Who always plays it cool and strong, guard up. Dime's 
been scrutinizing him deeply and happened to observe something that contradicts the fiery temper, though. 
Something he can't really put his finger on 

All of a sudden, there's a dull thud coming from the other end of the couch, at Dime's feet. The guitarist lifts 
his head, surprised to find Phil in a sitting position, staring at the floor. Speaking of the devil, he thinks. 

"Hey, dude." Dime greets but there's no response; Phil just continues staring at the floor, like he's nervous or 
something. Dimebag laughs. "How much did you drink?" 


The singer toys with his hands and shrugs. "Just weed." 


"In for another dimebag, then?" Dime tries to lift the mood, but Phil doesn't change one bit. "Ok, shoot. Pu-sseh 
issues, or what?" He asks jokingly, making a suggestive hand gesture, but he knows something's off when Phil 
doesn't respond. 

"Uh... dude? What's wrong?" Dimebag asks, dropping down on the floor beside the vocalist, eyeing him with 
concern. Phil sighs dejectedly, eyes still on the hands in his lap. 


"We're not...” Swallow. "We're not. friends." He states with the solemnity of a death sentence. 
Shit 


"Uh." Dime starts, scratching his head, growing nervous. This conversation wasn't in his agenda today. Not at 
all. "I uh.. suppose.. not really?" He tries, voice friendly. Phil's face falls, like any chance of friendship with Dime 


is out of question. 


"Wait, dude." He hastily adds. "| wanna be friends with you. It's just... you're really closed-off, y'know?" Dimebag 
puts in with distress, and Phil risks a glance at him, finding he actually exudes friendliness. "I've always wanted 
to be friends. You just keep pushing me away.. why?" Dimebag asks, glancing sideways at Phil, who's picking at 
the skin on his arms. They both sit with their backs against the front of the sofa, arms resting on their knees 
and hands coming in a clasp. If it weren't for this particular topic of conversation, the two would've laughed at 


their mirrored positions and demeanour. 


‘It's hard" Comes Phil's gruffy voice. 


"What is?" 


Phil huffs anxiously, eyes shifting to the floor. "It's metal this, metal that. | always have to reach your 


standards." Pause. 


"Or I'm out of Pantera" He continues angrily, a frown plastered on his face. 


Dime's eyes grow wide. "Wha?" He asks, incredulous. "What the heck, dude? You're not forced to act like us if 
you don't feel like it. You're still our bandmate, and we're all equal in this." Again, Phil's mood doesn't improve 
much. 


"Oh yeah? Then why is it always Vinnie?" The vocalist spits out the last word in contempt. "You always jam 
with Vinnie. He always gets the news first. He always gets to hear the jokes first. Always Vinnie" Pause. "I'm 
just the third fucking wheel. | mean.. why, man? | do as much as you do for this band!" He grits through his 
teeth. 

"You know what, fuck this shit. | don't care-" He makes an angry move to get up, however a strong arm grabs 
his bicep and drags him down. Phil lands on his ass. Dimebag turns to face the other, eyes focused and intense. 


Seriously, dude? You're jealous of Vinne, of all people?" Dimebag's eyes intently scan the vocalists face. "He's 
my brother... jesus fucking christ. It's natural he comes first." Phil winces, skin still burning with jealousy. "Me, 
Vinnie, and Rex. the thing that keeps us close is that put this band together. We were in this from the 
beginning.. but we're all taking a liking to you. Hell, Pantera never sounded so good before. And we all wanna be 
friends with you. It's just.. like | said" He pauses. "You're really closed off, man. You gotta loosen up some.” 
When there's no response, Dimebag sighs in distress and slides a hand down his temple, discouraged with Phil's 
distrust and lack of cooperation. 


"Look, man. | actually wanted to say this.. have, for a long time now." Phil clenches his teeth so hard his jaw 
hurts. 

| know you're this caged dude, who's scared of being judged. All | wanna say is.. dude, let the heavy mask go 
around us. We're like family in here. If you wanna be friends, just be yourself and stop pushing everyone away 
with that attitude." He pauses. "You got nuthin’ to be scared ‘bout.. we love you, man. You wouldn't be in 
Pantera if we didn't." He smiles and pats the singer's shoulder. "For real." 


For Phil, this is a blow. He knows Dime encourages just about anyone, but this is different, this somehow feels 
intimate, and it wrecks his insides in such a strong way, that he feels his eyes getting damp. His gaze shifts to 
the floor, as he inhales sharply. Then, he brings a hand to cover his face, features settling into a grimace, and 
Dime eyes the tears that fall down his chin without surprise, ‘cause no one's tried to get this close to Phil. No 
one's encouraged him like this. All he got was criticism. 


"Phil" Dimebag says, gripping the other's shoulder. He waits, and when there's no reply, he lifts a hand to pry 
Phil's away from his face. The singer holds it back in resistance however, shaky breaths escaping through his 


nose. After what seems like seconds, Phil jolts when two arms lock him in a warm hug, and the effect is 
immediate - Phil wounds his arms around Dime's neck and buries his face in his t-shirt, letting out everything 
that's been building up for all these years. It doesn’t last long. Soon, the emotional tornado comes to an end, 


leaving him sniffling into the other's neck, as they remain locked together a few minutes longer. 


"Thanks." Phil says in a small voice. 


Dime draws back, keeping an arm around his shoulders. "Anytime, man" Dime says and cracks a smile, patting 
the other's back as they settle into a comfortable silence for a few minutes. Phil sighs deeply, and Dimebag 
senses his distress for the Nth time tonight, like small knives digging into his skin. So he does the only thing 
that comes to his mind to try and put Phil at ease, breaking the first boundary rule tonight. He lets one of his 
hands come down to rest on Phil's nape. Stroking. Phil's eyes open wide as saucers, and he swears he can feel 


his skin turning into fucking goosebumps 


What the fuck is this, he thinks, heart pounding. 


Now, Dimebag realizes what kind of effect this has on Phil, so he just sneakily lets himself be guided by 
instinct, limits be damned. He snakes his arms around Phil's neck, turning to face him and keeping enough 
distance to look him in the eye, a confident smile on his lips. And even with all the weed, the vocalist panics, 


‘cause this definitely crosses boundaries. It almost feels like Dime is - 


Flirting 


Dimebag brings his thumb to the other's lips and Phil's breath hitches in his throat from the contact. Then, 
their eyes settle on each other's again, testing the waters. His gaze shifts between Phil's inviting mouth and 
his eyes, ultimately landing on his lips. 

Then, he gets a loose grip on the other's chin, feeling the stubble, and as Phil's brain slowly starts registering 
what's happening, it's a second too late. He's caught off guard when he feels the guitarists goatee tickling his 
chin and plush lips chastely catching his own. Dime barely gets a taste though, releasing the other's mouth 
with a soft smack 


It's electrifying. 


Dime sighs deeply against the other's lips, eyes still closed, like this is something he's been wanting all this 
time. Phil's not any better. The guitarist brings one hand to the other's temple, fingers stroking the hot skin, 


the other one resting on his nape, and their lips meet again. Dimebag places kiss after kiss on Phil's mouth, 


keeping them chaste, lowering his arms to the vocalist's waist, drawing him in a fiery hug. 


All of a sudden, a thought runs through Dimebag's mind, disturbing the pleasant flow of events. 


ust what the heck are they doing- 


But every worry fades as he hears Phil sigh into his mouth. More like a breathy whimper. Holy fucking shit 
That's what has him act fully on instinct, running his tongue over the vocalist's bottom lip, and Phil surrenders 
completely. So Dime fakes He opens his mouth and lets his tongue brush only slightly against Phil's, to which 
the vocalist responds with a desperate slide of his own and a deep moan. 

Intensity escalates fast and they find themselves on the couch, Dime on top, hands flying everywhere. On Phil's 
back, neck, chest, massaging his sides. One hand dares to slip under his shirt, running over his nipples,at the 
same time that Dime's lips land on Phil's neck. 

It's like a switch. Out of nowhere, Phil gasps sharply against Dime's temple, hips moving against nothing but air, 
one last movement accidentally brushing the guitarists thigh. Dimebag opens his eyes and pulls back, hands 
rubbing at the other's sides softly. 


"What's wrong?" He asks, confused. Phil breathes shakily, eyes wide, pupils dilated, pulling on his T-shirt in panic. 
Dimebag looks at him suspiciously, eyes coming to rest on the too-short, barely-covering-Phil's-lap fabric. And 
that's when he sees it. His eyes widen comically at the spreading wet patch on Phil's jeans. 


"Whoa, dude" He laughs hysterically. 


"Just from a kiss °" He exclaims, and Phil's face falls one more time that night. Then, Dime pulls the other's 
hips into a way-too-tight-hug, pressing his lower half flush against his body. Judging by the expression his 
face sports, Phil's felt the hardness poking his thigh. Dimebag grins cheekily, wiggling his eyebrows. 


